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“The sweet’ ‘fresh air of ine new springtime 
“Breathies oer hte weeds where te blue hills climb 
Aloft rom a belt’ 9f spruce and pine 
That’ hides their ferrin a dark green line. 
On the edge 9f the wood where white birch trees 
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Ted and bend in TRE passing bretze, 

— A hermit? lives Whe never is seen 
Teearer the meadow’ rolling green 
‘Thar the pasture bars beside the hill, 5 
“Where tht road islencly, dark,and stil, 
‘And scarcély anyen® passes by  ’ 
But the bey and cows, ard squirréls shy. S 
This hermit? is brown, and small in size 

And hid’s away from curicus *yes; 

ne wears ne cowl and studies no beck, 


Tor sits in a cave or sheltered nook: 
Bul’ up in the tep of He fallesr tree 

AY the edge of the weed, alone sits he, 
“And sings his seng in a wild sweet Way, 
Of th distant’ world se blitt® and gay; 
flow he retired from its youthful /oll y— 
“And here there’s a touch of mélarcholy 
Tn cadénc® soft; and the songs complete, 
Witt such a Weal of melody sweet 
As never the organ’s pipe could blow 
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Or ever musician could think or know. 
sometimes he sits in the gloaming still, 
On the Faning birch beside the mill: 
And the old mill’s shaky, clumsy wheel, 


, Worn gubtasale Work of grinding meal, 


“Frets and Juss*s and sputter away, 
And beats the water fo" foam and spray; 
Tits broken buckets dipping along a 
Tn ill marked trme to the thrush’s sng. 
Tever was music softer nor Tune 
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oweeter than his in the afternoon 
When the lowering sun shines slanting acress 
The rugged old pints, and th rocks, ard mess. 
Should you wish 1 hear this hermit tlerush sing, 
“And his song in te Woods and welkin ring, 
Then come where tie blue notch mountains ris? 
Far up in tie north’ and pierce the skits; 
here Kinsman’s dome stands _ full and round, 
‘And Iajayette’s pyramid peak is found; 
“Where Pemigewasset’s silvery stream 


“Winds through tee Valley with glinPand gleam; 
There you will hear tk keaven-born note. 
Swell from the thrush’s slender throat, 
~ And listening nattre will breatnless lie, 
“To hear the sweetés? song of the sky! 
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